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Michael Furze. He walked rapidly past them
towards the Cathedral, then, turned as though he were
bewildered and did not know where he was going*
He saw KlitcL

* Hullo, Mr. Furze 1' Klitch said.   * Taking a
look at things? '

* Yes/ Michael muttered.    Once spoken to, it
seemed that he could not move again but stood there,
staring at Klitch as though he had never seen him
before.

* What a shabby-looking man!' Mrs, Dickens
thought.   c He does seem as though he wanted caring
for/   She had a maternal interest in all men, having
no one to mother save a ginger cat which Mrs, Coole
was for ever molesting.    This was one of the pre-
occupations and grievances of Mrs. Dickens's life.

But Klitch was touched. He had never forgotten
that day when Furze had first come into his shop,
his boisterous heartiness and self-confidence. ' And
now look at him,' Klitch thought. * All down-at-
heel and bewildered, poor devil/

On an impulse he said: * Come along and have a
cup of tea, Mr. Furze. You'll be welcome.'

* Oh no, no, thank you.   I must be getting along.'

* Come, now.   I haven't seen you for weeks.*

* No.   Thank you.   I have some business.1   He
turned and disappeared.   Klitch walked slowly back
to the shop.    Strange that a man could alter so
completely in so short a time!   He told Mrs. Klitch
about it, drank some tea and then stood in his door-
way again observing all that passed.

At a quarter past four Lampiron left his house,
and a little earlier Stephen Furze had shut The Scarf